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CANTDOD I. 


3 
Br PETER PIN DAR, Ee 
* o , 


Prima Syracoſio, dignata eſt ludere Verſu 
Noftra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalia : 
Cum canerem Reges et Przlia, Cynthius Aurem 
Vellit et admonuit 


VIICILI. 


I, who ſo lately in my lyric Lays, 

Sung to the Praiſe and Glory of R As; 

And ſweetly tun'd to Love the melting Line, 

With Ovid's Art, and Sappho's Warmth divine; 

Said (nobly daring !) “ Musk exalt thy Wings, 

« Love, and the Sons or CANvAss, quit for K—6s,” 
Apor Lo, laughing at my Powers of Song, 

Cry'd, „ PETER PinDAR, prithee hold thy Tongue.“ 
But I, like Poets, ſelf-ſufficient grown, 

Reply'd, © ArorLo, prithee hold thy own.” 
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(PRICE ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE,) 


To tte READER 


GENTLE READER, 


Ir 1s neceflary to inform thee, that his M 


The emotion occaſioned by the unexpected appearance of /uch a 


gueſt, can be better 1magined than deſcribed. 


An edit was, in conſequence, paſſed for ſhaving the Cooks 
and Scullions, and the unfortunate Louſe condemned to Dix. 

Such is the foundation of the Lovstap.—With what degree 
of merit the Poem is executed, the uncritical as well as critical 


Reader will decide. 


The ingenious AUTHOR, who ought to be allowed to know ſome- 
what of the matter, hath been heard privately to declare, that in 
his opinion the Batrachomyomachia of Homer, the Secchia Rapita 
of Taſſoni, the Lutrin of Boileau, the Diſpenſary of Garth, and 
the Rape of the Lock of Pope, are not to be compared to it,— 


and to exclaim at the ſame time, with all the made? aſſurance of 
an AUTHOR— 


Cedite Scriptores Romani, cedite Gra 
Nil ortum in terris, Lou/iadd, melius. 


which, for the ſake of the mere _— Reader, is thus beauti- 
fully tranſlated :— 


Roman and Latin Authors, great and ſmall, 
The Author of the Lous1AD beats you ALL. 


y actually diſco- 
vered ſome time ago, as he fat at table, a Lovsk on his plate. 
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CANTO I 


LOUSE, 1 ſing, that from ſome head unknown, 
| Yet born and educated near 1 
Dropp'd down, —(ſo will'd the dread decrees of Fate,) 
With legs wide ſprawling on the M——ch's plate ; 
Juſt like a CAr, amidſt his mouſing joys, - 
| Whirl'd reh a Mice wänden by chetbogss 
Or (if like lofty Blackmore I may riſe) 
Juſt like a DOG unto th' affrighted ſkies, 
High toſs'd by horns that deck the curling ſkull _ - 
Of ſore gigantic wild Theſſalian bull: 
"> FR ht "M0 
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Seen was this LOUSE, as with the Royal brood, 
Our hungry K* amus'd himſelf with food ; = 
Which proves (tho' "A believ'd by © one in 20d 
That Kings have appetites like common men; 4 
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, ; 
They feed on TE ſubſtantial tuff than air. 

Paint, heav'nly Muſe, the look, the very look, 
That of the S——-n's face poſſeſſion took, 

When firſt he ſaw the LOUSE in folemn ſtate, 
Grave as a Spaniard,. march acroſs the plate ! 
Yet, could a LOUSE a Britiſh King ſurprize, 
And, like a pair of ſaueers, fretch his eyes K. 
The little tenant of a mortal Has, 

Shake the great RuLEz of three realms with Dur ap 7 
Good Lord ! (as Somebody ſublimely fings,) 
What great effects ariſe from little things ! 

As many a loving ſwain and nymph can tell, 
Who, following Nature's law, have lov'd too well! 
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Not with more horror did his eyes behold, 

| Charles Fox, that cunniag-corivy of old, 

When Triumph hung, upon his plotting brains, 
And dear Prerogative was juſt in chains; 

5 Not more aghaſt W look'd, when midſt the entity 

He tumbled in a ſag-chace from his horſe, 

Where all his Nobles deem'd their WM ch dead, 

But luckily he pitch'd upon his HAP 

Not Vznison EArzns at the vaniſh'd Far, 

With ſtomachs wider than a Quaker's hat; 

Not with more horror Mr. Serjeant Pliant 

Looks down upon an empty-handed client ; 

Not with more horror ſtares the rural maid, 

By hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betray'd, 

Who ſees her ticket a dire blank avits,” | 

Too fondly thought the twenty thouſand prize, 

With which the ſimple damſel meant, no doubt, 

To bleſs her faithful fav rte CoLin CLovr : 
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Not with more horror ſtates each lengthen'd feature 
Of ſome fine fluttering, mincing Petit-maitre, ) 3644 4} 
When 15 wanton chimney-fweeping:wag, g. 
The Beau's white veſtment feels the ſooty bag: 

Not with more Horror did the Devil look, 

When Dunſtan by the noſe the dæmon tockcc on 
(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) 

And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs ; - 

Not Lady Worſley, chaſte as many a nun 7 2011 
Look'd with more horror at Sir [Richard's fun, | 
When rais'd on high to view her naked _ 
He held the peeping Captain in his arms; 

Like David, that moſt amorous little dragon, 
Ogling ſweet Bethſheba without a rag on: 

Not more the great * Sam Houſe with horror ſtar d, 


By mob affronted to the very bear; 1 


* In Weſtminſter Hall, where the ſenſe (the Author v was a jult about to fox non 
fenſe) of the people was to be taken on an election. 


Whoſe 


19 ] 
Whoſe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his Fox's tail, 
And ſtuff'd it, "midſt his thunders of applauſe, 
Full in the centre of Sam's gaping jaws, 
That forcing down his patriotic throat, 
Of Fox and Freedom ſtopp'd the glorious note, 
Not with more horror BILLY Ramvs* ſtar'd, 
When Pury+, the P—ce's hair-drefler, appear'd 
Amidſt their eating room, with dread deſign, 


To fit with Packs, and with Paces dine! 


* Billy Ramus—emphatically and conſtantly called by his My Billy Ramns. 
One of the Pages who ſhaves the S———n, airs his ſhirt, reads to him, writes for 
him, and collects anecdotes, 


+ Puff, his R-y-l H—gh-—ſYs hair-dreſſer, who attending him at Windſor, the 
P—ce, with his uſual good-nature, ordered him to dine with the Packs. The 
pride of the Pages immediately took fire, and a petition was diſpatched to the K— 
and P—ce, to be relieved from the diſtreſsful circumſtance of dining with a bair- 


dreſſer. The petition was treated with the proper contempt, and the Pages com- 


manded to receive Mr. Puff in their meſs, or quit the table. With unſpeakable 


mortification Mr. Ramus and his brethren ſubmitted, but, like the poor Gentoos 


who have loſt their Caſt, have not held up their heads /ince, 
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L de I 
Not more Aſturias'* Princeſs load afright, 
At breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe, the wnpolite, 
Hurl'd, madly heedleſs both of time and place, 
A cup of boiling coffee in 21 
Becauſe the fair- one eat a butter'd roll, 
On which the /e{fſb Prince had fix'd his ſoul: 
Not more a/toniſh'd look'd that Prince to find 
His royal father to his face unkind ; 
Who to the cauſe of injur'd beauty won, 
Seiz.'d on the proud Proboſcis of his ſon, 
(Juſt like a TvR of the Lybian ſhade, 
Whoſe furious claws the . invade, ) 
And led him, till that Sox its durance freed, 
By aſking pardon for the brutal deed ; 
Led him thrice round the room (the ſtory goes) 
Who follow'd with great gravity his noſe, - 
„ This quarrel between the Prince of Aſturias and his Princeſs, with the inter- 


ference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as deſeribed here, is not a poetic fiction, but an 
abſolute fact, that happened not many months ago. 


| Refoly'd 


( n ] 
Reſolv'd at firſt (for Spaniards are if ſtuff) 
To aſk 10 pardon, tho' the sNouT came of: 
Not more gend look d that Spaniſh® King, 
Whene'er he miſs'd a ſnipe upon the wing: 
Not more aftoni/h'd look'd that King of Spain, 
To ſee his gun- boats blazing on the main; 
Nor Doctor Johnſon more, to hear the tale 
Of vile Piozzi's marrying Mrs. Thrale; 
Nor Doctor Wilſon, child of Aon folly, 
When young Mac Glyſter bore off Kit M Auley. 
What dire emotions ſhook the M=——ch's' foul! 
Juſt like two billiard balls his eyes gan roll, 
Whilſt anger all his royal heart poſſeſt, 
That ſwelling, wildly bump'd againſt his breaſt, 
Bounc'd at his ribs with all its might ſo ſtout, 
As reſolutely bent on jumping out, | 


* His Moſt Catholic Majeſty's ſnipe-ſhooting merits are univerſally acknow- 


ledged. Though far advanced in years, he is fill the admiration-of his ſubjecle, 
and the envy of his brother Kings, | 
N T'avenge 


Bret 
T'avenge with all its powers the dire diſgrace, 
And nobly ſpit in the oftender's Rees. * 
| Thus a large lite to its cell confin'd, 
(A very apt alluſion to my mind) | 
Lies ſnug, until the water waxeth n 
Then buſtles *midſt the tempeſt of the pot: 
In vain !—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 
That bouncing, alin; ſweating, rolls below. 1 
O deareſt partner of my throne !'? (he cries, 
Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
Thou brighteſt gem of G---ge's Royal Houſe, 
Look there, and tell me if that's not a LOUSE b 
The Q look'd down, and then exclaim'd, % Good la!” 
And with a ſmile the dappled ſtranger ſaw. 


Each P---ceſs ſtrain'd her lovely neck to ſee, 

And with another ſmile exclaim'd, Good me!“ 
« O la! Good me! is that all you can ſay?” 

(Our gracious M=——ch ev with huge diſmay.) 


Heav'ns ! 


C38 1 
« Heav'ns! can a Glly vacant ſmile take place 
" Upon your M——y's and Children's face, 
«© Whilſt that vile Louſe (ah! ſoon to be unjointed !) 
«© Afﬀronts the preſence of the Lord's Anointed ?” 


| Daſh'd as if tax'd with Hell's moſt deadly fins, 

The Q-— and P—--fles drew in their chins, 
Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, 
And very bean « word ſpake never more. 
SwEET Maips! the beauteous boaſt of Britain's iſle—= 
Speak---were thoſe peerleſs lips forbid to ſmile ? 
_ Lies! that the ſoul of ſimple Nature moves | 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves ! 
Lies or DELIGHT ! unſtain'd by Satire's gall ! 


Lies ! that I never kiſ?'d---and never ſhall 


Lo! to each trembling Page as mute's a mouſe, 
The Pious M sex cry'd, „ is this your Louſe ? 
; Þ 


« Ah! 


4] 

„Ah! Sire,“ (reply'd each Page with pig-like whine) 
& An't pleaſe your Mn, it is not mine.” 
« Not thine?” (the haſty Monarch cry'd agen) 


„ What? what? what ?—who the devil's is it then?“ 


Now at this ſad event, the n fore, 
Got up, and could not eat a mouthful more; 
Whilſt his moſt gracious Q—-n, her ſtomach ſtudying, 
Stuck moſt devoutly to the beef and pudding; 
For GERMANS are a very hearty $0RT, 
Whether begot in P16-sTYEs or a Court , 
Who bear (which ewe their hearts are not of ſtone} 


The ills of others better than their own. 


Grim Txxron ſciz'd the ſouls of all the Pages, 
Of different fizes, and of different ages; 
Frighten'd about their penſions or their bones, 
They on each other gap'd, like Jacob's ſons ! 


Now 


n 

Now to a Pacs, but which, we can't detegmine, 
The growling M——ch gave the plate and vermin 2 
« Watch well that blackguard animal, (he cries) 
That ſoon or late, to glut my yengeance, dies! 
« Watch, like a Car, that vile marauding LOUSE, 
<7 da ſhall play the devil in the Houſe. 
&« Some head (1 guat is of thoſe crawlers full 
« But lo! I'll trace him to the guilty ſkull; 
„ Yet ſhould I fail, by too, too powerful Fare, 
„ I'll ſnip from cooks the honours of each pate; 
5 „The humble Soullians, with their tails. of pig, 
2” Shall loſe their coxcomb locks, and wear a wig.” . 
Thus ae the L Hercules fo BIG 3 
And all the Palace echo'd—wEAR A wis ! 

FEAR, like an ague, ſtruck the pale-nos'd Cooks 
Now ANGER ſour'd like vinegar their looks; , 53 


Fierce 


316) 


Fierce were tli' emotions of each Scullion's ſoul, 


- 


Whilſt Pix blubber'd o'cr each menac'd jowl. 


But lo! the great Cook-MaJor comes! his eyes 


Fierce as the redd'ning flame that roaſts and fries: 


His checks like BLappess, with high paſſion glowing, 


Or like a fat DuTcu TRUMPETER's, when blowing. 

A neat white ApRoN his huge corps embrac'd, 

Tied by two comely ſtrings about his waiſt: 
An APRON ! that he purchas'd with his riches, 
To keep the greaſe from off his velvet breeches— 

Ax AyRoN ! that in Monmouth-ſtreet, high hung, 
Oft to the winds with fevect deportment ſwung. 
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Ve ſons of Dripping, on your Major look !” 
(In ſounds of deep-ton'd thunder cry'd the Cook) 
«« By this white APRON, that no more, can hope 


£ To join the piece in Mr. InxLE's ſhop ; 


« By 


1] 
% By this white AeroN, that one day may make 
A handſome ſhift to grace a daughter's back; 
* That oft hath held the beſt of Palace meat, 
&« And from this forehead wip'd the briny ſweat ; 
I ſwear, this HEAD diſdains to loſe its locks, 
« And thoſe that do not, tell them they àre Blocks. 
11 Whoſe heads, my Cooks, ſuch vile diſgrace endures ?: 
Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours? 
«« Ten thouſand crawlers in that HEAD be burcb' di 4 SIM 
For ever itching, but be never ſeratchd. 
„ Oh! may the charming perquiſite of greaſe, 
«© The Mammon of your pocket, ne'er increaſe, 
« GREASE! that ſo frequently hath brought you coin, 
46 From VEAL, Ponx, Morro, and the GREAT Sik Lol: 
«© As ſure as God made Mosxs, if I catch 
„ (And I'm as ſharp's k Car upon the watch) 
« A Cook or SCULLION'with fo little wit. 
« Pl run him through the body with a ſpit, 

E « Or 


EE: 


« Or ſplit him, like a mackrel, with a CLEaves, 

« And ſend the monſter to Six Asnron Lever! 

I never heard, nor ever read in Books, 

% That KI xs had licences to ſhave their Cooks ; 

„Never did I a thing like this diſcover, 

* Altho' I've read my BIBLE three times over. 

4 There, never K--g like ours ſo bad behav'd ! | 
„What! ſwear his Cooxs and Scul.LIoxs ſhall be ſhav'd ! 

„ Did Davip, Sul, or SoLo Mod ſuch things? 

No !—then for Godſake, why ſhould Chri/tian Kings ? 
Although they own'd no Button-making pow'rs, 

Of Wisponx they pofleſs'd as much as Ouns. 

«© Had thoſe ſame Kings nc dar'd to ſhave their Jews, 1 
„They had not liv'd one hour to tell the Nx w 8 1 


* But died (like wicked Haman) in their Syoxs ! 


«« Speak, brothers won't you ſtand as firm as noc 
For ME !—No KING on earth ſhall crop my locks. 
T9, 4 Sooner 


„ 
“ Sooner mall Madam Schwellenberg* the jade 


“ Yield up her fav'rite perquiſites of trade, 

Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old Gown, 

«© Capes, PRETTY” PsTTICOATS, without a FrRown : 
Suk! who for ever ſtudies MiscyiEr—Snr, 

4 Who ſoon will be as buſy as a bee, 

To get the liberty of locks enſlav'd, 

And every harmleſs Cook and Scullion av d:.— 
„ SHE! who hath got more inſolence and pride, 
God mend her heart! than half the world beſide: 
„ SHE! who, of guttling fond, ſtuffs down more meat, 
«« God help has ſtomach ! than ten men can eat 

„ Sup! who will fwell the uproar of the houſe, 
And tell the K--g damn'd lies about the LOUSE, 
When probably that Louſe (a vile old trull !) 

« Was born and nouriſh'd in her own grey ſcull. 


*Miſtreſs of the Robes to her Majeſty. 


4 Sooner 


[ 20 ] 
£« Sooner the room ſhall buxom NAanNv* guit, 


« Where oft ſhe charms her maſter with her u 


* 


Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing, 
„From honeſt courtiers to the thieves who ſwing— 
Waits on her S——n. whilſt he reads Dyſþatches, 


« And wiſely winds up STATE: AFFAIRS or Warchzs. 


* Sooner the Prince (may Heav'n his income mend!) 
Shall quit his bottle, e ns his friend- 
„ Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part ! 

And STUFFING leave a calf's or bullock's heart ! 

« Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muſtard 
And from the codlin tart be torn the trad] 

" Sooner theſe hands the glorious haynch ſhall ſpoil, 
« And all our melted butter turn to oil! 

« Sooner our pious K- -g, with pious face, 


Sit down to dinner without ſaying grace, 


* Buxom Nanny—a female ſervant of the Palace, who cenflautiy attends the 
K—g when he reads the diſpatches, | 


« And 
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% Andev'ry night, ſalvation pray*rs put forth, 
1 For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North ! 
«© Sooner ſhall faſhion order frogs ind ſnails, 
« And diſh-clouts ſtick eternal to our tails. 
© Let G— -E view MINISTERS with furly Looks, . 


«. Abuſe em, kick em but revere his Coors i” 


„What, looſe our locks!” (reply'd the roaſting CW) 


To Barbers yield em? Damme if we do! 


«© Be ſhav'd like foreign Doos, * daily meets, 

& Naked and VE and ſhiv'ring in the ſtreets ? 

* And from the Palace be bam d to range, 

„ For fear the world ſhould think we had as mange; 
<« By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 

© Broad-grinning wh--es, and cficaling wives!“ 


Sons of the Spir,“ (the Ma jon cry d again) 
& I'm glad your ſconces boaſt a little brain ; 
"= 


L122} 
« Yet ere for Oypos1TION we prepare, 
« And fight the GLORIOUSs CAusE of Heaps of Hain, 
„LET us draw up a ſenfible PETITION, | 
« And boldly tell the nn our CoN DIT Iox: 
«« Soon as our ſad complaint he hears us utter, 
% His gracious heart may melt away like butter 
« Fair Mercy ſhine amidſt our gloomy houſe, 


« And anger'd M rx forget the LOUSE,” 


END OF THE FIRST CANTO, 


EN 


Page 5, line 8, iyſtead of the line, 

Juſt like a DOG unto th' 1 888 ſkies, 
Read, 

Juſt like a DOG that leaves th' affrighted ſkies, 


But luckily he pitch'd upon his Heap! 


—the following lines and note were accidentally omitted: 


Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 

Convulſive on the patriotic Burke, 

When guilty of œcoomy, the crime! 

Edmund wide wander'd from the true ſublime, 

And, cat-like, watchful of the fleſh and fiſh, 

Cribb'd from the R- y- I table many a diſh— 

Gaug' d, moſt Exciſeman- like, the M—ch's gut, 

Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 
Convinc'd that (in his ſcheme of ſtate - ſalvation) 

To ftarve*® the PaL Ack, was to ſave the NATIox. 


* His M——y was really reduced ſome time ſince to a moſt mortify ing dilemma : 
The apples at dinner-time having been, by too great a liberality to the children, ex- 
pended, the Kg ordered a ſupply, but was informed that the Boany or GREEN 
Crorn would poſitively allow no more. Enraged at the unexpected and wnroyal dil- 
appointment, he furiouſly put his hand in his pocket, took out ſixpence, ſent out a 
Pace for two pennyworth of pippins, and received the change. 


